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	1. Chapter 1

Toothless was annoyingly nudging his bed. Beyond cooing Hiccup, he was slowly reaching awareness–he could feel the hinges shaking, in the edge of breaking as Toothless kept nudging. Hiccup was utterly tired. His limbs were sore, his head ached strongly and his stomach was twitching painfully; as he had not had a good service since he left the Edge on a rescue mission for Trader Johann, three days prior. The lack of sleep, his unsatisfied hunger, emotional tensión, and long rides had taken most of his energies. The leftovers were consumed cleaning up what Ryker destroyed, and the tramps Tuffnut managed to forget mentioning.

Hiccup had expected Toothless to be as tired as he was. Apparently, he was wrong.

Toothless finally lost patience. Using his tail, Toothless fanned away Hiccup's fur before tugging his shirt collar. Moving his head downwards, Hiccup's back met the hard wooden floor. "Auch!" The knock hadn't been that painful yet Toothless' regret was expected, then Hiccup would return to his bed for some extra sleep.

Nonetheless, Toothless gave him a dragon-like version of a scowl before licking him excitedly. "No! Toothless, no!" But the dragon had no intention of giving Hiccup extra sleep. His wings were itching to go flying. Now. Although Hiccup had tried to escape, Toothless pinned him with his paws, licking his now wet face even harder when a pair of human hands attempting shielding.

"Fine! Fine! I'm up!" Hiccup gave in, careening to his left. "I won't go back to bed… I swear!" Toothless gave him some extra seconds of friendly licking so his little human wouldn't forget his promise, or the consequences of breaking it. "Oh, Toothless… you left me all gummy, and…!" Hiccup sighted, standing up. "Couldn't you wait a couple of hours, bud?" Toothless scowled again, showing his pinky gums as response. "Mr. Bossy is back! I thought we were over this, big baby boo!"

Toothless maneuvered around his human's room as Hiccup dressed up, replacing the wet shirt for a new one. His hair was hopeless, though. With time, Hiccup got to know Toothless' saliva would only stick to his hair before either finally washing off with days of long baths, or having Ruffnut applying her super secret formula for her hair. The last one was Hiccup's lest favorite as it would wash off Toothless' saliva, yes, but leave behind an insufferable odor.

"You better wish my hair won't stay gummy and stiff for days or else I…!" Hiccup's threat died as Toothless had already left the hut, jumping happily after realizing his rider was dressed and ready. "I don't know why I even bother".

As he reached the club house, Hiccup noticed the silence. The Edge had never been and, probably, would never be quiet. Before his inner alarms would go off, Toothless' dragon-like laugher travelled to his ears from the dragon's huts; and then there was Astrid's laugher too. Knowing Toothless had found entertainment elsewhere, Hiccup took his chance of getting some real food before being dragged on a flying trip, which would last hours.

Hiccup served himself some fried fished he had found in a messed up kitchen. He figured the twins were on duty of servicing, which was not as dangerous as they had twins actually had instinct for cooking. The great, yet bizarre, meals were the ones Ruff and Tuff were in charge. The only real issue was their overexcited ways, always leaving a mess behind.

Taking one bread from the almost empty basket, he sat down. Astrid's laugher crossed the air again, startling him but also sending a cold to his stomach.

Hiccup hadn't forgiven her yet. Astrid's lack of trust for Heather's cover had made a void between them. He did understand why she had been secretive, why she had lied to them. He was still resentful, nonetheless. Astrid had been his support, his person of utter loyalty and trust. He would only rely on her when distressed. Hiccup had bared himself to her, discussed all strategies, shared worries and secrets; she knew everything that is to know about him. Their friendship was based on trust, understanding and support. Or so had Hiccup thought.

Astrid had assured him there were no secrets untold, that her lies had weighed up to her as well. She promised she would never lie again, under no circumstances. Despite talking it out, Hiccup still felt uncertain. He would still consult his strategies with Astrid, commit her with the most difficult requirements, train with her and Stormfly… but there was an undeniable distance. No more joking, giggling and chucking. It was all gone.

Suddenly, Toothless entered the hut with an overexcited halt. His paws landed behind Hiccup, making this spill his warm milk. "Oh, bud…! Fist the saliva and now this. Are you ever going to stop wetting me?"

"Not likely", said a female voice. Astrid entered behind Toothless, leaving Stormfly behind in the door, where she was anxiously limping and fanning. Apparently, Toothless was not the only one excited to go flying. And Astrid was giving him that smile, again; a shy one. "Actually he was…"

"What happened to Stormfly?" Hiccup didn't mean to interrupt but it just came out. His words were mouthed even before his brain recognized what he was doing: stopping Astrid for being friendly. He was actually worried for the Nadder, though. Besides limping, her scales were dotted here and there with a pinky substance

Her face darkened, slightly but noticeable for anyone who had befriended Astrid–she crossed her arms. "The twins and I discovered a new island near Snowrath's one this morning. There were lots of colorful fish, which the dragons have a soft spot for. Barf, Belch and Stormfly spent hours fishing. The twins even brought some for…"

"This morning?" The interruption was motivated on astonishment. Hiccup had not really noticed what position the Sun had. "I slept all morning?"

"Pretty much". Astrid slightly scowled, sitting down next to him. "It's past noon".

There was no doubt why Toothless was so anxious to go flying. "Where are the others? The twins? Fishlegs? Snotlout? Still sleeping?"

"Snotlout, probably. Fishlegs and the twins left some hours ago". Her hand played nervously with Hiccup's empty cup, her eyes avoiding his. "Fishlegs was so upset about the fish the twins brought. He said we should be carefully about what we pick before eating. They kept discussing it before taking him to the island, so he could do some research".

"Do you mean those discussions in which Fishlegs babble endlessly, and the twins pretend to listen?" As before, Hiccup didn't think before speaking. Although this time his tone and words seemed to have a positive effect on Astrid as she smiled, and nodded.

"Yeah… the twins made a mess in the kitchen before leaving with Fishlegs lecturing to them…"

"Oh". And the conversation died. Hiccup was uncertain what to do next. He reached for his bread. Halving it made so thick noise that even Toothless was uncomfortable, his ears were down as his gaze met Hiccup's with a shy shadow. He had not feel like this with Astrid since before the Red Death.

"Stormfly cut herself when fishing". Astrid's voice broke the silence, startling Hiccup again since this didn't expect her to talk. Half his bread ended in Toothless jaws as the dragon took the chance to steal it. "The water left those pinky dots as well… I was trying to get rid of them but…"

"Well, Rufflut does know how to take things out".

"I know".

The silence. Again. It was upsetting. Hiccup ate in silence, sometimes allowing Toothless to steal some fish from his plate. Stormfly settled down, as well, looking anxious at Astrid. They stayed like that for minutes, until Hiccup finally ended up his meal. "C'mon, bud. We have time to catch up", he said as standing up, leaving his dishes as he would later come back and clean up the mess. It was his turn, anyway.

Toothless waved his tail happily, following his rider.

"Hiccup". Her tone was surprisingly angry, she even stood up as well, knocking an empty plate as she did. "Stop, just stop".

Hiccup stared at her face, trying to seem unfazed although he wasn't. "Stop what? 'Cause, you know… I'm standing still…"

"Don't… Hiccup me!" She moved her hands aimlessly, trying to get rid of her rage, calming herself. "I know what I did… I endangered a mission, not telling you Heather was playing with Ryker and Dagur. I know I did wrong but Hiccup you could've bailed her out… anyone could've. It was safer for her".

Hiccup's hands closed into fists. "I know, Astrid. I told you I understand".

"Then stop treating me like I'm no… no longer your friend". Her voice broke in the last words, lowering both her voice and her eyes. "I made a mistake but… Hiccup…"

Hiccup sighted. He knew this talk would come out, again. He knew she would not accept his behavior, and would protest yet he didn't expect her to think as left behind as he did. Astrid would always break into him. "Astrid, I'm sorry", he finally said, allowing his gaze to move away from hers. He could not stand her frown, a sad one with a pinch of sorrow. "I know Heather asked you, that you promised her to not tell us. I do understand how much your word means to you… it's just that…" Astrid advanced on him, doubtfully. Her face had that concerned look, her eyes were bright with trouble. "I've never expected you to leave me behind. I understand why Fishlegs, the twins and, specilly, Snotlout would be left out of it but… me?" He could not know how his face looked, but its sight made her back off as if hit by an invisible wall. His eyes locked in hers. "Astrid, we've been friends for three years now. I thought we were pretty close. You're my partner in the trainings, in the skies for a reason! I would trust you my life, Toothless' safety! But you wouldn't. It seems there are things for which I'm not worthy. Now I know I rely on you more than I should… ". Hiccup let his hands fall down, his shoulders followed. "I suppose I gave myself too much importance in your life".

Toothless groaned, calling his rider's attention. His excitement was long gone–replaced by a big pair of green worried eyes. Hiccup felt Toothless' noise caressing his good foot, showing support. Behind him, Stormfly also growled, an empathic one.

"Hiccup", she said, giving a step forward.

"No, Astrid, not right now". Hiccup saddled up in Toothless, urging him to go flying as he had been so excited. Both of them were in deep need of getting as high as possible, allowing themselves to forget.

"No, Hiccup, I…". She tried again, advancing even closer to them but Toothless was already taking off.

"Seriously, no". Hiccup said as Toothless lifted, the wind pressure gave his head that strange yet enjoyable sensation of vertigo, of being too high. He wasn't sure she heard his words.

Toothless took Hiccup above the clouds, where Sun gave them an adorable heart-warming orange hue. He extended his wings as long as these were, hovering easily, slowly with the wind as their guide. As expected, the dragon would always read Hiccup perfectly, giving him what he needed without even asking–Hiccup would always feel relaxed enough for dozing off up there, trusting Toothless his life.

Toothless and Hiccup had developed a system over the years. When disturbed, the dragon would do anything to let Hiccup know, and this would listen to his dragon and react as the situation demanded. Were no possibility of fixing it, Hiccup would pet Toothless until this would doze off, buy some special fish, call Stormfly and Astrid for a friendly race or just cuddle with him outside in the darkness, where the Night Fury was much comfortable. On the other hand, Toothless would confort Hiccup with some pet cuddles, listen him carefully–even though sometimes Toothless would think Hiccup's problems were meaningless–, urge him to go out and find something to do or just stay by his side as Hiccup draw.

In the worst cases, both agreed the solution was flying above clouds, isolating themselves for whatever bothersome situation they were trapped.

Despite warming his chest, both Toothless' comfort and the beautiful sight weren't enough for him to relax completely. For some reason, Hiccup could only focus on the fact Astrid was the only who exerted herself in cheering him up as much as his dragon did.

"Hiccup!"

Sighting to his insides, Hiccup recognized Astrid's voice in between the high winds. Toothless was flying slowly, which gave Stormfly window enough for catching up. Although speeding up, the Nadder wasn't able to defeat Toothless yet. "You know, bud?" said Hiccup, calling Toothless' attention. "If Astrid following us had not saved us countless times, I would've hated it. But today is one of those times when I hate everything Astrid does". Toothless groaned, a groan that showed the dragon's confusion to his rider. Sometimes humans are so weird. "Nonsense", Hiccup dismissed Toothless' distress, urging his friend to dive. "Let's disappear, bud".

Speeding up, Toothless dove. His wings embraced the dragon's body, and Hiccup leaned forward, gluing his chest to Toothless' scales. Aiming for a forest nearby, Toothless extended his wings just in to fly above the trees; using his speed to fly in a straight line to the Edge. Stormfly's body-shape would make difficult for Astrid to follow, she may have lost them by now. Just in case she hadn't, Hiccup urged Toothless to deepen in the trees, maneuvering around them.

"This must give us some cover", Hiccup assured as Toothless slowed down. The dragon was about to express something to his rider when something startled them, the only thing that could have made them go back.

Astrid's call of distress.

—
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	2. Chapter 2

"Astrid".

Toothless sensed Hiccup's distress before Hiccup himself–his tensed handgrip, rigid posture and temperature betrayed his intentions of control. Being fire-breathing creatures, dragons are extremely sensitive to heat and its variations. It is useful for evasive flying and foreseeing fellow's attack. Toothless found it to be fitting for reading Hiccups as well. Seemingly, humans' temperature varies according to their mood, their complicated emotions–different zones would warm or chill depending on the feeling. Toothless had seen a patron, though. Happiness or likely emotions would be warm, sadness would be cold, and anger would be hot. Nonetheless, Hiccup was having one of those variations that Toothless wasn't capable of classifying… yet.

His chest felt cold, but his hands and heart were hot. Toothless didn't know how to confort him, how to make him warm again. But he did know Hiccup needed support, Hiccup needed to turn back immediately, Hiccup needed to go to Astrid. Now.

His wings fanned inwards, boosting them backwards. Toothless aimed to where he's heard Astrid and Stormfly's signal of distress, he was exerting himself to go as fast as it was possible for a Night Fury while foreseeing the danger.

It was normal procedure.

Toothless would try to sense what was beyond Hiccup's senses, then they'd have a response. Fortunately, the wind was in their side. Toothless detected neither dragon root, nor dragon-proof metal; which meant Dragon Hunters were not there. Yet Stormfly was desperately flapping her wings, a slightly essence of her blood damped the air–Toothless wasn't sure whether it was or no something disturbing. She had been oozing her own blood odor for a while, since he had encountered Astrid and Stormfly, barely an hour ago.

"Is it the Dragon Hunters, bud?" Toothless shook his head, inspecting the air a little more. His echolocation sense was useless, being so far away and outside. "Dagur, then?" No chance was given to the dragon for answering when a clearly strong roar was audible. Toothless wasn't sure what limits human have for hearing, but Hiccup did not listen to it. So Toothless urged his rider to go faster, warning him.

As they neared, Toothless started having glimpses of what was forward. Blue scales were halting from place to place, showing off her speed, bright flames that died yards away from her jaws; and some shining rocks in the floor. Hiccup tensed even further when it was clear Stormfly was fighting on her own.

Astrid was nowhere to be seen.

Stormfly was flying in circles around a dragon, which Toothless was sure he never encountered before. It was likely body-shaped to a lizard. At first sight, he thought it didn't have wings yet he found them folded on his back, what he had wrongly thought to be two rather bulged scales. It was a long, yet thin, one; whose skin was the color of sand, with seemingly small rocks attached to it; making an static trail from head to its long tail. His head was snake-shaped, small eyes and nose. Looking at it from very high, it could be mistaken for a bulged snake with a rather peculiar skin color. Eye to eye, it was clearly a dragon.

Toothless quickly decided he didn't like this dragon–he didn't have to look at Hiccup to know for sure the feeling was mutual. Neither to Stormfly.

The Nadder was specially upset. Her spines would be all over the place, a clear in the middle of the forest, revealing she had given up using them as weapons. It was unclear whether her fire-breathing was working–marks were spread all over, without a patron. Stormfly kept flying around the lizard, which stayed in a single place, rotating so he could defend himself from her fire-breathing enemy.

Stormfly and her adversary turned around when Toothless and Hiccup approached. She aimed for them until hovering aside, groaning. Her was moved anxiously and her head immediately moved forward to Hiccup, tilting to the right as she usually did when Astrid petted her.

Dragons don't communicate the same way humans do, it was more about body movement and less about the sounds, which were used to emphasize something. What Stormfly was telling Toothless was that she was worried, that she needed help.

"What is it, girl?" Hiccup asked, also sensing the dragon's discomfort. He had gotten as good as Toothless when understanding dragons was concerned. "Where's Astrid?" He touched the dragon's nose, taming it a little. Stormfly flapped her wings faster, tilting her head on Hiccup's hand so she could find that calmness she needed. Her flapping returned to be steady, and Stormfly marked to those strange rocks in the floor. She urged them, groaning lowly.

"Hiccup!"

Hiccup didn't have time to examine those rocks as his friends decided to make an entrance. Toothless was so consumed in Stormfly that he actually forgot to watch his surroundings–in normal circumstances he would have heard Meatlug, Barf and Belch coming.

"Wow, what's happened here?" asked the rider of Barf, Ruffnut. "Astrid finally drove Stormfly nuts?"

"And what's that thing down there? It looks devious", said her brother: Belch's rider, smiling deviously himself.

Barf and Belch's entrance alerted the lizard. It roared strongly, backing off and looking cover between those rocks Stormfly was so concerned about. Stormfly roared in discomfort as Hiccup paid attention to his friends, forgetting her. Meatlug moved her paws anxiously, her tail oscillating worriedly so slightly that Fishlegs didn't notices. Barf and Belch looked one to another, after facing Toothless for an answer.

The humans were so caught in their own conversation that they ignored their dragons' own updating. Hiccup tended to forget dragons formed nests as well, teaming up to make out a good living, to face enemies and take care of each other. Just as Hiccup was his friends' alpha–Toothless was for that small battlefront Hookfang, Barf, Belch, Meatlug, Stormfly and himself were.

Barf and Belch, foreseeing the danger below, backed off slightly–their wings fanned so slowly that the twins wouldn't notice. Exchanging looks, Barf and Belch asked themselves whether they could consider an ally or enemy who had its snake-like eyes glued on them–when they couldn't find and answer, they faced Toothless. For this, Barf and Belch and their riders were the most curious of their nest–the dragon was quite cautious and somehow caring of their teens despite being a complete mess together. Sometimes communication failed, bringing them down.

Meatlug, a little more apprehensive of her rider, was yet more curious. She looked around, testing the zone before finally tensing. Her wings came to a stop for less than a second, coming back to life as her expression muted. She looked at Toothless almost at the same time Barf and Belch did.

Toothless shocked his head, narrowing his eyes–he gave one single strong nod before marking to the lizard. It was clear all dragons distrusted their new companion right there.

"Hiccup!" Fishlegs called as Meatlug approached them, not daring to more her sight away from the sand-like lizard. "Is that a new species?"

"I think so", said Hiccup. He was now recovering focus in the situation at hand. His hands came to rest in Toothless' nape, leaning forward. "Never seen it before".

"How exciting!" Fishlegs took from his bag some paper, looking at it quickly before scribbling. "It can belong to Boulder Class, but its size make it more likely to…".

"Who cares?!" Tuffnut interrupted, he seemed to be about of urging his dragon, or half of it, to move forward. Belch held, looking panicked. "I wanna know if I can train it… Chicken'll have company!"

"That stupid bird? Why don't you…?"

Toothless soon lost interest in the conversation, as realizing it was nonsense. Then, he looked back at those rocks Stormfly was so concerned. There was a bunch around the lizard. If Toothless hadn't had time examining the island, he would've thought those rocks were natural–coming out of the ground. Nonetheless, there was something strangely sinister about them.

Toothless groaned, using his right ear to gain Hiccup's attention. He didn't expect Hiccup to be as watchful of the rocks as he had, he thought he was still talking to his friends. "Yeah, I know", said his rider as Toothless marked down to the rocks. "It's protective of those rocks, and they all are circular, like cocoons… Stormfly, no!"

Losing patience, Stormfly gave another roar as she dove quickly, throwing some of her spines at the lizards, then using her powerful fire-breathing to flame them up– a movement Toothless witnessed to be taught by Astrid. The lizard backed off, using the rocks as protection of her spines. He waited for Stormfly to hover low enough, and then it attacked. His fire-breathing was similar to Meatlug–melted rocks and stones surrounded Stormfly's paws and tail, cooling immediately and making her hardly crash against a tree due to the extra weight.

It knocked her out. And the lizard was quickly advancing on her–his movements really likened those of a lizard. It probably didn't walk, just drag itself forward, meandering its body.

It was a menace.

"Ruff, Tuff, help Stormfly! Fishlegs, the rocks!"

Hiccup's voice broke into his friends. As Toothless had seen before, they stopped whatever discussion they were having, and acted quickly. Barf and Belch dove, using his paws as muffler–they made a quick explosion that made the lizard back off enough for Toothless to snarl at it, keeping a protective position before Stormfly. Toothless hadn't waited for Hiccup to order–he already knew his plan even before Hiccup himself could mouth it.

The lizard tried to back off into the protection of his cocoons, yet Meatlug had already taken position there–her face was as menacing as it could be. She also snarled. Seemingly, the dragon (or lizard as Toothless preferred) groaned at them all–its eyes came sideways between Toothless and Meatlug, deciding which was the most dangerous of them.

"Ruff, Tuff! Toothless will help you draw it away!" Just as the words came, Toothless felt Hiccup getting off. His metal food locked Toothless' fin extended, for Toothless to have some window of solo flying. "Fishlegs, help me examine those cocoons!"

Toothless was utterly surprised. All along, he had know exactly what choice Hiccup would take, what position he would give his friends–even what he needed from Toothless. And now… he was simply saying he would stay, alone without Toothless, committing this to take away a fellow dragon, which Hiccup had no interest in studying.

What was the problem? Had Toothless done something wrong? Was a it a punishment for Toothless not being fast enough to help Astrid?

Oh. _Oh!_

That _had_ to be. Hiccup needed to help Astrid. She was in danger, and he needed to rescue her, to stand by her side. Hiccup needed to do it alone–it was her to whom he needed to prove himself.

How forgetful humans were. Not so long ago Toothless had taken the same decision, facing alone a Whispering Death. And Hiccup had backed him up, saying that now Toothless and Hiccup were one and the same–that they would never face anything in their own again. Hiccup stood when Toothless needed him, it was just fair Toothless would do the same.

Toothless wanted to do the same.

Toothless snarled, expressing his discomfort with Hiccup's decision. No. Toothless would never leave Hiccup, less when he needed Toothless. Hiccup looked down at Toothless, locking his eyes with his dragon. Despite having spent years among humans, Vikings, Toothless wasn't good at expressing himself at great lengths. Sometimes Hiccup wouldn't understand Toothless. This was different, nonetheless.

Toothless exerted himself. His posture was protective and determined. Nodding strongly when Hiccup pouted, expressing his uncertainty about allowing Toothless to stay.

"Guys, can you make it without Toothless?" Hiccup asked his friends.

"You kidding?" said Ruffnut, urging her dragon to step forward until catching with Toothless.

"I'm dying to see that thing from up close!" added her twin. "Can I keep it, Hiccup? I promise I'll take care of it!"

"Just draw it away! We'll later decide what to do!" Hiccup's voice surprised them all. Seldom had he ever lost patience. Not even once when he was acting as their leader, their Alpha.

"C'mon, sis. I've never thought Hiccup would be so… like Astrid".

"Oh, for the love of…! Astrid's trapped in those rocks!" Hiccup yelled. His voice reached a level Toothless had only heard when Toothless could've shot Stoick, some years ago. "Draw the dragon away so we can take her out!"

Barf and Belch were startled. They barely backed off before taking flight. Toothless heard the twins' whispering but ignored him as their dragon started bombarding the lizard-like dragon, putting it on guard.

The dragon tried again to back off into its rocks, but there was Meatlug who twirled over her axis, aiming a hit with her tail to the dragon, which it nimbly evaded. Then Toothless roared at it, and threw a plasma blast. With no option, the dragon extended its wings–and flew away toward the forest, with the twins flying right behind it.

.

Snotlout woke up as sore as a yack kicked by Stoick. His arms ached incredibly after staying awake for almost three days in a row; and he could swear his head exploded when sunlight came down to his eyes. As much as his pride. Sunlight clearly revealed it was past noon–in fact, twilight would arrive barely a couple of hours.

Despite everyone's belief, Snotlout had been raised as the Jorgenson heir–the most wealthy family behind the Haddocks. His father had made of him a morning person, with habits, schedules and routines perfectly stablished. In his life, Snotlout had never woke up after dawn–in time to do morning exercise, take breakfast and make his way down to Berk–either for some training, his villager duties or time for himself.

A man of discipline was a man in control, Spitelout had always said. Snotlout agreed; and he was of the deep belief the strongest warrior was owner of each honor.

Snotlout, despite himself, felt Hiccup had stolen some fundamental piece of his life. It was truth Hiccup proved himself to be worth of holding Dragon Master position at the Academy; that Hiccup, by birthright, was fated to chieftain. Nonetheless, it was he, Snotlout, who held for the bravest, strongest, beefiest and owner of the most powerful dragon of the Academy–as such he was the backbone of them, the one with the might to rescue them all.

Besides, it was _destiny_, the God's will for him to have such virtues–it would only be fair from him to also be the owner of the best female of his village.

Astrid, her name was.

As Snotlout came out of his hut, walking down to meet Hookfang, he first heard then saw the unmistakable stele of Toothless taking off–fast as wind, powerful as its might. Therefore, Hiccup had been up before him, already on his daily training. Somehow, Snotlout current mood only registered it as another failure for his own–no chieftain, no Dragon Master, no the first in waking up.

Not even three steps later, he heard another pair of wings fanning–Stormfly took off behind Toothless, clearly slower but as might as the first one. Another remaining of what Snotlout did not have: a partner in the skies.

Nonetheless, Snotlout was no one for grieving and shaming. He had been taught to blow off steam in improving himself–in becoming the best, in surpassing whatever and whoever blocked his path to succeed. That was what a worthy Jorgenson would do–only those destined to failure would shame themselves.

There would be a day when he, Snotlout, must outrun Hiccup. At least once.

Without thinking twice, he did not waste more time and started his morning exercise–finishing quickly and in record time. Relaxed muscles and adrenaline running his veins, his appetite woke roaring just as Hookfang decided to appear, waving his tail just like a dog.

Snotlout opened his mouth, in the edge of greeting his fellow dragon when he saw it.

Astrid's call of distress.

Hookfang, as all dragons, had been trained to read immediately–picking up its rider and taking off as soon as possible. Nonetheless, as his loyal friend heard the call the first thing he did was panicking. It hadn't happened before, receiving a distress call while grounded–and his reaction was pretty bad.

Hookfang fanned his wings, rising powerful winds in Snotlout's direction–this went out flying backwards, against the practice dome. Two seconds later, his dragon bit softly his boots and threw him upwards, making him land on his back as taking off. Yet it was Snotlout's head that landed first, disabling him for mere seconds–had he been riding a horse, it would have not mattered. It was a dragon, nonetheless.

Snotlout struggled against his own saddle, clinging his hands for dear life. Halfway to the clouds, he made it to a sitting position, adjusting himself for commanding his distressed dragon. "The other way, you… Hookfang!"

Hookfang suddenly dove, making Snotlout's ears to buzz of surprise and sudden change in pressure. Despite almost swearing in the name of Thor, Snotlout was able to handle his situation, glaring beyond a blur of colors and his dragon's scales: there was Toothless, standing in the middle of a bunch of rocks, in a defense manner; Meatlug stayed beside him, hovering around an specific rock; Hiccup and Fishlegs also examining such structure.

Oh, _Sweet_ Thor!

They needed raw force, their backbone was coming to solve the situation. "Hookfang, over that rock! Show your power!" Hookfang roared in acceptance, lifting himself up a little before aiming to hit, gluing his wings at his sides.

Toothless and Hiccup were the ones to notice his entrance, the later rose his hands in a manner of caution, asking him to stop–his lips mouthing some words Snotlout could not decipher from such distance. Mere yards aways from his target, Meatlug positioned herself in their way, forcing Hookfang to evade her–he just rubbed himself to the rock instead of crashing. Barely sustaining balance, the dragon rose into the sky again.

"No, Hookfang! Again! Break it!"

Struggling to follow his command, Hookfang turned around and aimed for the rock again. This time it was Toothless who blocked the way, forcing Hookfang to let Snotlout fall so as to crash.

This time he did not failed.

Toothless quickly launched to Hiccup, embracing him in order to protect them from the wreckage. Meatlug got hit, and Fishlegs made it to shield himself from the impact behind another rock. Hookfang fell few yards away from his target, disabling himself from the action for some seconds.

And for Snotlout, he ended in the middle of the crash. His head suffered a major hit as he shielded what was inside the rock–his arms got bright scratches and his leg was surely injured. Her face was covered in dirt and smoke, her robes slightly stretched in places and ripped in another–her lips were partly opened, battling for air.

"Astrid?" Snotlout's voice came out weak, barely audible. "Are you OK?"

She opened her eyes for one second, glaring back at him. "Snotlout…?" This barely nodded, feeling dizziness coming after him. "Thank… you…"

And both of them tripped into darkness.

—

**I'm really, really sorry! I know I promised to update soon… yet school took over me as well as family…**

**I hope to continue soon… but I won't, ever, let it unfinished.**

**I really enjoyed reading your reviews and answering them, of course. That's why I would love to hear some deep critics… How was my intake of Toothless? Do you think he does really think of his fellow dragons and Hiccup like that? And what about Snotlout? Of course he's a selfish character who think of himself as Thor himself–would it be too crazy for me to look at him through this glass? He, of course, should get over it–accept Hiccup has leadership for a reason, and Astrid's feeling for another.**

**Besides, I'm of the belief he and Fishlegs are the ones who had no… counterpart? It's Astrid-Hiccup, Ruff-Tuff, etc.. Maybe developing his attitude and friendship with the other would tell us he does not envy Hiccup? I'm planning on focusing on his development as young adult. Would you like that?**

**Besides, I'm currently planning on some others fics–focused on Toothless-Hiccup relationship as well as Stoick-Hiccup or Astrid-Toothless; some not so mentioned in cannon.**

**Please review and tell me what you think!**

**The Little Vampire**

**PD: English is not my first language, so I know I can make mistakes, huge ones. I really hope you could point them out so I would improve?**

**PD2: (To francissakurita) Intenté responder tu review mediante la cuenta de correo que dejaste, pero el servidor me marca error… ¿quizás podrías dejarme otra o enviarme un mensaje privado?**


End file.
